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tion to the poor Sassenach.   " The Highlanders,   They are coming;
They are coming!"

They were coming; Havelock and the 78th Highlanders. Neil
and the indomitable ''Blue Caps", and the 64th and Brasyers
Sikhs, and "Hell fire Jack" Olphert's guns and Maude's guns
and Barrow's gallant volunteer cavalry. For nine weary weeks they
had been struggling northward from Cawnpore against terrific odds;
over swollen rivers and sodden fields. They had been driven back
by enormously superior numbers, they had ralliecf and come on
again. They had swept through Mungurwar, they had stormed the
Alumbagh, they had rushed the Charbagh bridge. Two thousand
men against fifty thousand. Nine weeks to cover forty-five miles.
And now they were here.

Every man who could move, every woman who could walk, every
child who could totter rushed out into the shell-pitted open spaces
between the shattered houses and the battered defence posts. They
could mark the progress of the relieving force through the desperately-
defended native city by the sight of the mutineers on the roof tops
frenziedly firing downwards. Every house was a fortress, every
street was raked by gun fire, every side lane was a potential ambush.
But Havelock's men came steadily on. Only British-born or
British-trained troops could have done it. But they did it. The
furious babel of battle grew steadily louder. Through the swirling
clouds of smoke, through the deepening darkness could be seen
men on horseback, men in scarlet uniforms, men with white faces.

"They are here! They are here! Pull out the guns from the
embrasures of the Baillie Guard! Let them through!

They came through. The dark man on the big, clumsy waler,
with a malacca cane as his only weapon, Outram, " the Bayard of
India," Outram who with a generosity unsurpassed among generals
had refused to supersede Havelock, his junior, and rode in his army
as a volunteer: Havelock himself, short, " quiet looking," grey
haired: the Highlanders, the Sikhs, the Fusiliers, the mud-caked
guns, the sweat-streaked horses. The garrison went mad. They
were saved. Men, who an hour before could hardly speak, shouted
themselves hoarse. Women and children, who an hour before could
scarcely crawl, ran to the welcoming arms of the 78th. Maud found
herself seized by a gigantic blood-bespattered Highlander and
soundly kissed : and liked it.

"Och! Ye're a bonny lassie. Or," he added with a Scot's
passion for accuracy, "ye were."

Other soldiers, with tears flowing down their tanned unsbaven
cheeks, snatched up the skeleton children. " We expected to find
only your bones."